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| have to tell you something, Vegard," Samoth said as they sat in the studio together working on the new 
songs. 


"Yeah?" Ihsahn asked nervously. 


This is it, this is the talk. 
He wants out of Emperor. 
This is our last album. 


Oh fuck. 


"l'm getting married" 


What? 

"Really?" Ihsahn was taken aback a little, already expecting the worst from his bandmate. 
"Yeah, man. | proposed last night and she said yes!" Samoth smiled sweetly. 

Ihsahn had to take a few seconds to recollect this thoughts before saying anything else. 
"That's great man, l'm glad" 


Ihsahn leaned over and patted his best friend on the back, faking happiness was probably one of Ihsahr's best 


works. 

"Thanks, man." 

The rest of the night consisted of running over guitar tracks and rewriting lyrics when needed. 

Ihsahn couldn't really focus on anything in particular they were doing. His head wrapped mindlessly around the 
bombshell. He knew Samoth had a girlfriend and had been dating for some months. He didn't think Samoth was 
on for a ‘marriage’ and ‘family. Denouncing everything that had to do with any "holy unification’ as a teen. 

He knew Samoth was aware something was off. He didn't like that his best friend could tell all of his emotions, 
like he wore them on his sleeve. He usually doesn't. This is an extreme case of lapse of judgement on Ihsahn's 
part. He needs to reel it back in until Samoth leaves. 

"Okay, Vegard?" Samoth asks, snapping him out of his brain for a moment. 

"Yeah. Just thinking on how we should do this part," Ihsahn lies through his pretty white teeth. 

Samoth nodded and offered a new way to complete the song. 

Ihsahn loved having Samoth in his band. Somehow, the "Lord of Silence" had connections to people that Ihsahn 
could only dream of. He always knew what to do in a jam. He offered the best music advice and could show you 
music you've never heard before. 

They had met at the ripe age of 13 in a music convention hall for youths in Bergen. Samoth already had his 
own band with some high schoolers and offered for Ihsahn to play with them, bonding over Iron Maiden and 
Kiss. 

Quickly, they clicked and there wasn't a time where you would see one without the other. Ihsahn's mother 


commented once that they were attached at the hip. Something Ihsahn hated, mostly he didn't want it to seem 
blatantly obvious he had a crush on the other teen 


If they survived puberty together, they could face anything. 


Samoth continued to work in silence, the track playing lightly in the background. Ihsahn's mind went back to 
overthinking the situation 


His worst trait. 

He rubbed his eyes sleepily and thought about the time Samoth gave him an iron ring with a pentagram 
engraved on the outside band for his I5th birthday. Samoth gave it to him at 3am, both boys laying sleepily in 
Ihsahn's bed with Gremlins playing in the background on TV. 


| got you something. | didn't wanna give it to you with everyone around though," he pulled a bag out of his 
suitcase and handed it to Ihsahn. 


The younger boy gave him a look before opening the bag. 
It was shiny, new and beautiful. 


Ihsahn still had that ring in his jewelry box in his bedroom. The ring held some sort of sentimental value to 


him, their friendship. 


The next year for Samoth's sweet lb, Ihsahn bough him a upside down cross necklace from Helvete. He noticed 


that Samoth wore it until all the polish came off of it, and still wore it sometimes to this day. 
Maybe he should slip the ring back on in union with Samoth's necklace, he thought. 

Samoth stretched in his chair and sighed. 

"| think this is all we can do for tonight. I'm tired," Samoth yawned 

Ihsahn nodded and yawned after him. 

Samoth chuckled and stood up, popping his thin knuckles and looking over to Ihsahn. 

"Hey, can | stay at yours tonight? Your house is closer and | don't feel like driving all the way back" 
"OF course," Ihsahn answered, getting up from his seat 

They grabbed their coats and headed out to Ihsahn's car. 


He remembers how much Samoth picked at him for choosing a licence instead of tattoos. 


"Come on," Samoth laughed, "Really? A licence?" 

Ihsahn rolled his eyes and nodded, "| want a car to drive our asses around, dumbass," he answered in protest. 
Once in the car, Samoth turned on the tape and King Diamond played through the speakers. 

"lIl get my car from the studio tomorrow," Samoth said into the air and no one in particular. 


They drove in silence, listening to the tape. Samoth's mind was God knows where while Ihsahn's was on the fact 


that his best friend and crush was getting married 

Ihsahn pulled up the driveway and parked out front of his cabin 

They shuffled tiredly into the warm house and Ihshan offered Samoth something to eat. 
"Too late to eat," Samoth laughed. “I'm gonna grab a coke" 

Samoth retreated to the kitchen and Ihsahn shut the front door. 


“Thanks for letting me crash," Samoth said when he returned. He set his coke on the coffee table and pulled 
off his coat, tossing it on one of the chairs. 


"Yeah, man. Of course," Ihsahn said sincerely, taking off his coat and hanging it on the rack next to the door. 


‘lm gonna call her and tell her I'm staying here tonight. | don't mean to keep you up, I'll just crash on the 


couch." 


Ihsahn's body wanted to protest when Samoth walked over to the phone. He wanted to offer for Samoth to 
sleep in his bed, like when they were younger. 


But he doesn't. 


Samoth begins dialing his girlfriend and Ihsahn makes his way to his room, tossing a "good night" over his 


shoulder. 
"Night," he hears Samoth return, 


Once in his room, he shut his door and felt like he was going to collapse. He held himself up, leaning against the 
door and let out a sigh. 


He could hear faint talking from the living room and closed his eyes. 


For years lhsahn wanted to tell Samoth the truth. Tell him what he means to him. Tell him he loves him more 


than a friend should. Tell him that he doesn't want him to marry her. Tell him he still has that ring he gave 
him for his birthday. 


He opened the jewelry box and there it sat. Still partly shiny and new. He slipped it over his middle finger, 
fitting like a glove. 


He undressed and cut his light off, crawling into his bed and laying there in the dark. 


His brain pushing the, now, painful memory of one night in Bergen with Samoth in the passenger seat. He had 


just gotten his car and they were just out in Town, driving any and everywhere. 


They had stopped for food and parked in an abandoned lot to eat. It was dark outside and below freezing, the 
windows fogging up from the heat instantly when Ihsahn cut the car off. 


"Vegard." Samoth said nervously after taking a drink from his cup. 

"Mhm?" 

"What if | told you that | may.! may have a slight crush on you?" 

Ihsahn froze like he had earlier in the studio. 

"What?" He choked out. 

"| kinda like you. Uh-um. I just think you're really unique and cool and I like how you always have something 


snarky to say to me or pick me up when I'm down.and | think | want to work with you for as long as possible." 


Samoth pushing every word out of his mouth, running on and on, uncomfortably, 

‘Uh. 

"Im sorry, |.didn't mean to.be so upfront. | just wanted you to know. guess. Please don't hate me for this’ 
"| dont hate you.l.! like you, too," Ihsahn answered honestly 

A weight seemed to lift off of his shoulder. He sighed happily when Samoth finally looked at him 


Samoth leaned closer to Ihsahn and threaded his fingers through the younger one's unruly, curly hair. Slowly, 
their lips met. 


The kiss was over as fast as it happened. 


Once it was over and they were back at home, things returned to normal. It was a slip of emotions between 


the two. 


Samoth never brought it up again and Ihsahn didn't either. 
He was so confused and waited for something to break the silence on the matter, but it never happened. 


Maybe Samoth forgot he even told him. 


lhsahn surely wasn't going to forget. 

He groaned and rolled over in bed, willing himself into sleep so he could stop thinking about everything. 
He heard Samoth put the phone down harshly. 

What's going on? 

He contemplated getting up to see what's wrong. 

His body pulled him up and he pulled a oversized shirt on to step outside. 

"What's wrong?" He asked, looking around the corner into the living room. 

"Did | wake you up?" Samoth asked worriedly. 


Ihsahn shook his head and walked further into the living room. Once closer, he noticed Samoth's face was pulled 


into a deep frustration. 

"What happened?" 

"She's upset," he sighed and sat on the couch. 

"Why?" Ihsahn asked, sitting on an arm of a chair. 

"Because l'm staying here tonight" 

Samoth let out a breathy laugh as he shook his head. 

‘Its always fucking something." 

Ihsahn didn't know what to say. He didn't have a girlfriend or fiance to be upset with him. 
| could drive you home, if you want," Ihsahn offered. 


‘Please say no; the little voice in his head said. 


"No, it's fine. l'm already here. I'm tired. I'll see her when | see her. She can chew me out later for it," Samoth 


said, moving to lay on the couch. 
"You sure?" 
"Yeah, don't worry about it," Samoth gave him a smile, even thought Ihsahn knew he was angry. 


The next sentence came out of no where, Ihsahn feeling angry at himself for bringing it up almost immediately 


after it left his lips. 
"Do you remember that night in Bergen?" 


Samoth gave him a weird look and Ihsahn wanted to bolt back to his room. A part of him wanted Samoth to 
say ‘no’, the other half wanted him to say ‘yes’. 


"Uh, yeah.” 
Ihsahn kicked himself mentally when he seen how Samoth's face changed. 


"Um.lm sorry. Night," Ihsahn turned on his heels quickly and headed back for his room. Mostly out of fear and 
anxiety about what Samoth might say if they talked about it. 


He was in no position to bring up old memories when one of them was getting married. 

"Wait," Samoth called after him. "Why?" 

Ihsahn halted against his better judgement and turned back to face Samoth who was leaning up on the couch. 
"| don't know. l.l just remembered it," Ihsahn shrugged, feeling stupid. 


"Yeah. | remember it.we had McDonalds and ate in the car in the freezing cold because you wanted to make 


sure your battery didn’t die in that piece of shit car," Samoth chuckled 

"Is that all you remember?" Ihsahn asked, hoping that maybe, after all this time, Samoth did actually forget 
* No. 

Ihsahn locked down at his feet, his curly hair falling in front of his face haphazardly. 

"| kissed you" 


Ihsahn wants to run again, but his feet don't move from their spot on the floor. He could hear Samoth stand 


up from the couch and he wanted to hurl. 


"and | told you that | liked you." 
Samoth's voice was closer than before and Ihsahn felt he might faint. 
‘ls he going to punch me?” Ihsahn thought. 


"and | meant it.at the time," Samoth said. Ihsahn felt Samoth's hand touch his hair and push it away from his 
face, lifting the smooth skin when the hair was pushed back behind his ear. 


" at the time?" Ihsahn's voice was barely a whisper at this point 

Samoth didnt answer but held his face in his hand 

"Do you.still.feel that way?" 

Samoth closed the gap slowly and their lips melted together like the first time. The kiss was already longer 
than the last and Ihsahn had a chance to move his lips this time. Samoth's hands played mindlessly with his 
hair and Ihsahn gently took his hip in his hands, holding him close. 

Ihsahn moaned quietly when Samoth began pushing him gently back into his room 

Samoth shut the door behind them, not breaking the kiss and pushing Ihsahn to the edge of his bed 
Samoth gently laid him down on his back and broke this kiss to look down at him 


"Tomas." Ihsahn whispered into the darkness. 


"I still love you." Samoth whispered back, voice breaking halfway through. Ihsahn thought he was crying, but 
when he returned to his lip, he didn't taste or feel any salty tears. 


"| always have, Vegard. l'm sorry," Samoth said, his forehead against Ihsahr's and his lips barely touching the 
others. 


"Don't be sorry," Ihsahn said back, feeling Samoth crawl on top of him 

The weight was beautiful, he thought. He wants more. 

"| love you," Ihsahn whispered and closed the gap between them, kissing Samoth with fever. 
Samoth groaned and Ihsahn pulled away to study his face in the darkness. 


Samoth quickly pushed Ihsahn up the bed while Ihsahn let out a squeak of surprise. He took his place back on 


top of the younger one and straddled him as they made out. 


In the back of Ihsahn’s mind, he knew this was all so wrong. He couldn't stop himself however when Samoth 


pulled the oversized shirt back off of him. 

Ill go as far as he is willing to cheat; Ihsahn thought with a heavy stomach. 

Samoth's lips found his chest and began planting gentle, loving kissed over the taunt skin there. 
Ihshan squeezed his eyes shut and his hand played in Samoth's limp, straight hair. 


Part of him wants to ask if he's sure he wants to do this, but he can't find himself to let the words out, 


replacing them with a small moan instead when Samoth kisses his inner thigh. 
Samoth leans back up and pulls off his black turtle neck. He tosses it aside and leans back over Ihsahn. 
He kisses at his neck easily, working the button and zipper of his jeans apart. 


Ihsahn hold him by his hip, unable or un-wanting to move. He feels Samoth break free from his jeans and uses 
one hand to hold himself up, pushing his jeans off of his thin hips. 


When he pushes them down as far as he can, Ihsahn helps him glide them all the way off and they fall next to 
the bed on the hardwood floor. 


In their underwear, they make out with so much passion and heat that Ihsahn feels like me might 


spontaneously combust at any moment. 


Samoth finally breaks the kiss and slides his hand down Ihsahn's stomach, the tingling feeling making Ihsahn let 


out a small moan. Samoth's hand dives slowly into his underwear and grabs his cock 


Ihsahn felt his body levitate, like he was dying and leaving his mortal body behind as he was lifted towards the 


snowy clouds to heaven. 


Samoth slowly masturbated him and Ihsahn grabbed at Samoth's back for some kind of support, and to keep 
himself locked in place, to keep from floating off the face of the planet. 


Years had gone by since the first intimate moment they shared, but somehow, this was like it never ended. 
Ihsahn moaned a little louder, feeling more comfortable and arching up to meet Samoth's chest breifly. 
"Mmm... Tomas," Vegard whispered, pulling Samoth's face back to his to kiss and gently bite at his bottom lip. 


Samoth moaned at the action and worked his hand faster over Ihsahn already leaking cock. 


Ihsahn writhed and Samoth pulled away and pulled down his underwear. 


‘No going back now,' Ihsahn thought as he laid there naked and under the intense, icy blue eyes of his best 
friend. 


Samoth kissed him harshly as he removed his own underwear. 

Ihsahn didn't want to think about how harmful this could be to there friendship and their state of minds right 
now, willing it to stay in the dark corners of his mind until they were finished doing whatever they were about 
to do. He didn't want to think about how much this could end up hurting himself emotionally. No did he want to 
think what Samoth would do or say after the fact. 

So, instead he positioned himself better on the bed, allowing Samoth more room to move. 

"| have to.uh-" Samoth stumbled quietly on his words, unsure how to phrase what he needed to do. 


"Yes, it's okay," Ihsahn answered for him, knowing what Samoth had to do. 


He felt Samoth's hair on his chest move when he nodded and heard Samoth spit on his fingers. It was 
grotesque but still attractive in a way. 


He felt Samoth's finger against his entrance and braced himself for what was to come. He let out a low groan 
when the finger finally pushed inside slowly. Samoth took his time to make sure it wasn't rough or harmful to 
Ihsahn, which he appreciated. 

"Are you okay?" Samoth finally asked before moving his finger. 


"Yes," Ihsahn answered, kissing at his neck and holding him close to his body. 


Samoth soon added another finger, working Ihsahn open at a slow and antagonizing pace. Ihsahn letting out 


growls or loud moans at the new feeling. 


Samoth kissed at his nose and cheeks to make him feel comfortable. 


A sweet and gentle gesture on his part. Something that doesn't usually come to him naturally. 


Samoth slowly pulled his finger from Ihsahn and spit quietly onto his hand a few times. He began stroking his 
cock, coating it with slick spit to not hurt Ihshan just in case. 


As he lined himself, he asked one more time. 


"Is this okay?" 


‘No! You have a girlfriend! This will fuck me up mentally! This could hurt our friendship! Ihsahn wanted to say, 
but doesn't. It's so far along now that he has given up about caring about his own feelings and Samoth's 
girlfriend. 


He loves Samoth and maybe this could be an opportunity to open Samoth's eyes for the better. Make him see 
he's making a mistake and he should be with Ihsahn instead. 


"Yes," Ihsahn answers with a nod. "Yes." 
Samoth slowly pushes inside and Ihsahn feels like he is being ripped apart somewhat. 
Holy fuck 

He lets out a small groan and Samoth kisses his forehead lovingly. 

"Hts okay," Samoth whispers, “Ill be gentle” 

He trusts him to be. And he knows he will 


He continues to push into the heat slowly, making sure that Ihsahn isn't hurting anymore than he has to be 


hurt. 


Once he bottoms out, he stays still, letting Ihsahn adjust and placing kisses on his neck as he waits for Ihsahn 
to tell him he's okay. 


"Tomas, please." Ihsahn moans out finally. 


Samoth slowly pulls out and then slowly back into Ihsahn, who moans quietly into his hair. The pace isn't 


enough, but they both have to be patient. 
They begin to move their bodies together, the friction is overwhelming as their skin meets at every curve. 


Samoth moans into Ihsahn's hair hotly and the younger one puts his hands on Samoth's hips, feeling them rock 


into him slowly. 


"Fuck," Samoth mutters, speeding his pace up more. He feels Ihsahn writhe underneath him and it makes him 


want to climax on the spot. Ihsahn is so soft and malleable, all of his love and touches is becoming too much. 


Samoth speeds up a little more when Ihsahn whimpers. Soon, all Ihsahn can do is push out little whimpers of 


pleasure from between his lips. When Samoth kisses him deeply, he swallows them all down, 


The older slides his hand back down to Ihshan's neglected cock and begins masturbating him once again, the 
pace set with each thrust. Ihsahn pulls his knees back further and lets out a loud moan when Samoth brushes 


his prostate. 


"Mmmm, there..there..there..fuck," Ihsahn whispered breathlessly. 


Samoth angles himself to hit Ihsahn's prostate with every thrust, feeling on the edge of his breaking point. 


With a couple more thrusts and strokes, Ihsahn climaxes on Samoth's hand and his stomach, blacking out and 


feeling dizzy. He has to hold onto Samoth's back for support once again as Samoth smothers him in a deep kiss. 


Feeling Ihsahn come undone under him pushes Samoth to his own climax. Spilling himself deep inside and letting 


out a soft grunt: 
After a couple more seconds, he pulls carefully out of Ihsahn and lays closely next to him in bed 

" Vegard," Samoth whispers, hearing Ihsahn's deep, uneven breaths next to him 

"Yes, Tomas?" 

"| love you.but Im still getting married” 

Ihsahn felt the earth drop from under him. This was what he was afraid of. 

Not even did Samoth see that he could be with Ihsahn, he already made up his mind about marriage. 
Ihsahn wanted to yell, scream, punch and strangle the thin body of his best friend that laid beside him. 
He didn't dare move on the account of possibly having an emotional break down 

Ihsahn nods wordlessly. 

"Can | sleep in here tonight?" 

Ihsahn nods once again and finally moves when Samoth lifts his covers up. 


Surprisingly, Samoth huddles close to Ihsahn and even fucking holds him. 


It takes everything for Ihsahn not to cry or push Samoth away from him. Feeling hurt and blinded, he feels 


stupid for even thinking Samoth would be with him. If he wouldn't a couple years ago when he was single, what 


makes Ihsahn think he would be with him now when he has a fiance? 


Ihsahn closed his eyes and didn't move. He could feel Samoth's chest rising and falling silently as he drifted off 


to sleep next to him. 


Was this all just mind games? 
Was this ‘angry at my girlfriend’ sex? 
Was this a last goodbye? 


Was lhsahn's feelings a big joke? 


He wants so desperately to shut his mind off and just sleep. 
Forget everything. 


It was a mistake. 


A beautiful, loving mistake. 


2. 
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Ihsahn woke up to alarm blaring from the bedside table, instinctively smacking it silent and stretching. 
He was now fully awake and aware he was still naked from the night before and felt a pit in his stomach. 


Samoth confessed. 


He also said he was still going to marry his girlfriend. 


Ihsahn opened his eyes slowly and the body of his best friend that laid beside him last night was no longer 
there. 


Panic set in as Ihsahn sat up in bed. 
Samoth's clothes were gone from the floor. 


Maybe he left..? 

Didn't want to talk about what happened once again, leaving Ihsahn to reel in the moment and contemplate 
everything. 

He quickly pulled on his own clothes and stepped careful out to the living room. 

Samoth sat painfully silent on the couch, watching the morning news and drinking his black coffee. 

He turned to face Ihsahn when he heard his soft footsteps on the hard floor. 


"Good morning," Samoth said softly. 


So, he didn't leave. 


What does this now mean? 


"Morning," Ihsahn said just as softly. 


He wanted to bolt again when he saw Samoth give him a small smile. 
What was wrong with them? 
"| made coffee," Samoth raised his cup and took a sip. 


Ihsahn nodded and found his way into the kitchen. He made himself a cup before returning to the living room 
to sit in one of the big chairs. 


He was unsure if he should be sitting so close to the man he slept with last night. 


Mostly because every fiber in his being wanted to simutanesouly beat the shit out of the gangly, older 
guitarist and kiss him gently. He was perpetually torn. 


"How did you sleep? Are you okay.do you feel okay?" 
'Okay.so he does want to talk about it; Ihsahn told himself 
"Uh, yeah. lm okay,” 

"Good. good" 


They sat in silence and once again Ihsahn waited for something to bring it up like he did when he was younger, 
waiting week after week for Samoth to say something. 


But once again.it never came. 

It was time to drive to the studio and continuing working. 

Ihsahn felt the need to not talk about it if Samoth didn't want to bring it up. 

Now that Ihsahn thinks about it, Samoth is probably going through a lot in his mind as well. He wasn't cold and 
heartless by any means. They, or rather Samoth more than Ihsahn, had made the mistake. He had been the 
one to cheat on his future wife, but together they very well had possibly ruined their life-long friendship. 


They sat next to each other going over the tracks, critiquing and adjusting where needed. 


Sitting so close to the love of his life and the man he slept with the night before made lhsahn's skin crawl 


with need. Samoth had made him feel so comfortable and loved. How could someone not get attatched? 
‘tm still in love you with," ringing through his ears. 


Followed by, "I love you..but I'm still getting married” 


The whole situation was fucked. 

"Vegard?" Samoth asked, turning to face Ihsahn in his seat. 

"Yeah?" 

"Do you.want to talk about it?" 

He did, but he didn't want his break to shatter more than it had been in the past couple of hours. 
"| don't know what to say." Ihsahn whispered, his voice shaky and cracking. 

Fuck, was he going to cry? 

He swallowed hard when he watched Samoth nod his head in agreement. 

‘I'm sorry. | didn't mean to put you in a bad position | just." Samoth's voice trailed off. 
Ihsahn had to look anywhere but his best friend. 

Samoth's hand touched his gently and Ihsahn instantly recoiled from the touch. 

'I-" Samoth started before Ihsahn interjected. 


"I'm sorry, | have to go," tears threatening to spill over his water line any moment. He swiftly stood up and 


grabbed his coat, heading for the door. 

"V-Vegard, please! Wait!" Samoth called, standing and following him outside. 

Ihsahn stood at his car and unlocked it, hearing Samoth's voice behind him coming closer. 
"Please, let me explain-" 


"What is there to explain, Tomas?! We had sex! You're getting married! You still love me! You played with my 
feelings for years!!" Ihsahn shouted. 


Samoth stood uncomfortably in place, the gravel under his foot sticking into the soles of his boots. 


"What are we doing? What the FUCK am | to you? Some kind of toy?! We had sex after your ‘fiance’ got mad 
at you, for fucks sake! Do you even know how it feels to be strung along for years by the love of you life 


only to have him fuck you and still NOT break up with his girlfriend?!" 


Samoth didn't speak As Ihsahn expected because Samoth wasn't one to come clean. 


"You really fucking hurt me, Tomas," Ihsahn spat as he opened his car door. "I'm sorry, | don't know what else 


to do to get you to see the truth here’ 
Samoth sighed heavily, lifting his hands to his face as Ihsahn got in the car. 

‘Vegard, | never meant to hurt you. | thought it was the right thing to do at the time," Samoth finally spoke 
"And now you regret it?" 


Samoth looked him in the eyes and shook his head, "No. | don't and maybe l'm careless or heartless because of 


that, but. could keep going without telling you the whole truth and showing you how | felt" 
Ihsahn stared at his steering wheel. 


"You know, | thought maybe after EVERYTHING we've been through and done, you'd see that..maybe..we should 
be together if we feel this way. But instead, you're still getting married and l'm the one who has to figure out 
what it all means." 

Samoth nodded slowly, hearing every word. 

"Vegard, | don't want you to hate me for this, please," he practically begged, his voice on the edge of breaking. 
Ihsahn sighed and looked at him lovingly, "I don't hate you, Tomas. You've gotta figure your shit out" 

Samoth glanced at Ihsahn's hand and saw the iron ring on his middle finger. 

"You still have that thing?" He asked. 

"Yeah, of course." 

"You haven't worn it in a while, | figured you lost it or something." 

Ihsahn shook his head, "It been a safe place. | remembered it yesterday and slipped it on not thinking, | guess.” 
Samoth gave a small smile, "The cross necklace is hanging up on my mirror at home." 

"Yeah? That old worn out thing?" Ihsahn laughed. 


Samoth let out a small chuckle and nodded, "It means a lot to me." 


"So does this ring.” 


‘But now you're giving someone else a new, better and shiner one, Ihsahn thought to himself. 


What if he wanted a new ring from Samoth? 


One with more meaning and purpose to wear. 
"Please don't leave. | don't want you to go," Samoth said quietly. 
Ihsahn agreed, feeling like this outburst needed to happen but still didn't want to leave Samoth. 


He got out of the car and locked the doors before shutting them closed. They walked back in the studio and 
kept working until Samoth got a phone call. 


"Hello?" His deep voice speaking into the phone from the studio. 

"Yeah. Its Vegard and |. Yeah. Okay, that's fine. Okay," Samoth answered. 

His voice above a whisper, "I love you, too. gotta go." 

He hung up the phone and seen Ihsahn sitting uncomfortably in his seat. 

"Sorry, she just wanted to check in" 

‘It's fine," Ihsahn answered, getting up to get out of the room and get something to drink. 
He returned with two cokes for him and Samoth while they worked. 


After another two hours, they called it quits. Samoth announced he had to go to his parents and Ihsahn just 
wanted to go home. 


They walked out to their cars and stood there, unwilling to say goodbye to each other. 


It felt like years past by as they stood together, not knowing what to say before Samoth leaned over and 
kissed lhsahn’s soft lips gently. 


Fuck. 
"Uh. Just give me time. | have a lot | have to figure out, okay?" 
Ihsahn nodded, his lips tingling from the touch. 


"Okay," he whispered. He leaned in and grabbed Samoth's face gently before placing another, longer kiss on the 


older ones lips. 


‘Please see the truth, please..choose me, Ihsahn wanted to say, but didn't as Samoth walked to his car. 


Ihsahn walked to his car in silence. Once inside he didn't bother turning the King Diamond tape on or even the 


radio. He just wanted silence and to think. 

If Samoth could see that Ihsahn loves him and wants to be with him, maybe he would choose the familiar over 
something or someone new. They have known each other for years and this woman has only known Samoth for 
a few months. 

‘She's got nothing on me, Ihsahn thought proudly. 


See the truth, Samoth. For you and for me. 


For my sanity. 


3, 
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Samoth is sitting with his fiancé at his parent's dinner table. They are all buzzing with excitement about the 


news. Samoth can't help but feel ridiculously ashamed now. 


Not even two hours ago had he told Ihsahn that he needed to think about the whole situation and even kissed 
him goodbye. 


While his mom dotes over his fiancé, he can't help but wonder if he bought Ihsahn over with the same news, 
would she be just as excited? Would she ask him every little detail about what he wants to do for the 
wedding? 


His parents have known Ihsahn since they first met. He's been in Samoth's life for years and years. Countless 


sleepovers, vacations, band practices and dinners. 


The slow, uneasy feeling of his parents dismay and dis-ownership crept up whenever he thought about telling 
his parents he might be into guys, more specifically, Ihsahn. 


That fact was the reason he stuffed every emotion he felt for his best friend into a box and locked it with a 
key, throwing far into the Atlantic Ocean to never be found again. He didn't want his parents to turn on him, 
disown him, kick him out of the house, not let Ihsahn come around, or even not be able to hang out at all 


Honestly, Samoth didn't know how his parents felt about homosexuality. 


Maybe they had the "It's alright but, not if it's my son-" kind of ideals. 


Maybe they had the "Love is love and we love our son no-matter-what" kind of ideals. 


He doesn't think he would ever get to know. 
And he sure as shit isn't going to ask about them now. 


While the women talked, Samoth's father pulled him aside and took him to the backyard. Samoth remembers 
him and Ihsahn playing football with his dad on the yard, as long as it wasn't too cold. 


They walked to the big shed and his father unlocked the doors. 


"I got something for ya," he said. They stepped inside and he pulled out a storage container. He dusted it off a 
little before cracking it open. He lifted out a vacuum-sealed bag and handed it to Samoth. 


"What is it?" Samoth asked, turning it over a few times trying to figure out. 
‘Its my suit | wore for your mother and l's wedding, Tomas. | want you to have it for your day. We can get it 
sewn up nicely and tailored so it'll fit," he chuckled with a big, playful grin. "You're much smaller than | was 


when | wore this suit last." 


Samoth swallowed. He wanted to deny taking it. It felt like a big ‘thing’. If he commits to taking the suit, does 


this mean he's committed to marrying his girlfriend? 


Samoth smiled and his dad pat him on the back. Before Samoth could hand the bag back to him, his father was 


already on his way back inside the house. 

‘| guess l'm taking it then Samoth thought before following. 

Inside, Samoth's mom and girlfriend are putting dishes on the table that have his mom's best cooking on them. 
As he sits, his girlfriend leans over and kisses him gently on the lips. 

He almost doesn't let her, but she moves too fast for him to dodge. 


He tries to soak it in and think about her. 
But her lips don't taste the same as lhsahn's. 


Her lipstick taste dull and chalky, making her lips a deep red. 


While Ihsahr's lips taste like tea and, sometimes, like cinnamon. 

‘Fuck, Samoth stared at his plate for a moment, waiting for everyone to sit down to eat. 

Now that Ihsahn is on his mind, he can't help but think about what he might be doing right now. Even when 
they are apart, Samoth can't help but to wonder what his best friend is up to and would it be better if he 
could be there as well. 


He imagines that Ihsahn is probably watching a movie and cooking dinner. 


Ihsahn had the habit of putting on a movie, but never really sitting down to watch or pay attention. Samoth 
noticed that Ihsahn liked having background noise. Silence wasn't a thing in his house. 


"Eat, honey," his mother encouraged as she finally sat down. 


The sounds of scraping and cutting fuzzed out anything else he might've thought that Ihsahn could possibly be 


doing right now. 


In actuality, Ihsahn was taking a shower. He let his fluffy, dark and long hair out of the confines of a hair tie 
and began soaking his body in the hot water. After a few minutes, he pumped shampoo into his palm and 
gently ran it through his hair. He washed it out and repeated with conditioner. While he waited for the 
conditioner to sit, he washed his body over. The slight hints of evidence about last night were still present in 


his torso, makign him feel ill. 


Right now he knows Samoth is at his parents, probably giving them the "good news" and cheering. Being 
sincerely happy-go-fucking-lucky. 


He washed out his hair and turned off the water. Stepping out the shower he wrapped a towel around him self 
and dried off his locks of hair. As he stood in front of the foggy mirror, he felt stupid. 


If he wasn't going through with the marriage, he probably wouldn't have told his parents. 


Ihsahn watches himself breath hard in the mirror. Without thinking, he raises his fist and it collides with the 


glass, shattering it in the frame and cutting some skin on his knuckles. 
"Fuck!" 


Ihsahn calmed himself down as he took a seat on the edge of the bathtub. Blood was slowly pooling in the 


crevices of his hand. 

When he felt steady again, he washed his hands off before applying two bandages on his cuts. 

He slowly walked through the house to his bedroom and found clothes to wear for the night. He dried his hair 
once last time before placing the towels into the dirty clothes basket. He glanced at his sheets and decided to 
take them off and wash them as well. 

As he pasted the TV in the living room, he turned on a movie and headed for the kitchen. He started making 
himself dinner and tried to listen to the dialogue from the movie. He was looking for anything to distract him 
from thinking. 


It seems like ever since Samoth told him his news, all Ihsahn is doing to get by is distracting himself. How long 


can he do it? Until the actual wedding day? 
Fuck, he hopes not. 


After another hour, Ihsahn is laying down on the couch, stomach full and tired. He is watching some 


documentary about lions, hell, he doesn't know anything about lions aparently. 


Suddenly, a knock at the door pulls his attention away. Carefully, lhshan gets up and unlocks the door. He pulls 


it open a little to see Samoth standing there in his leather jacket. 


“Tomas? What are you doing here?" Ihsahn asks, opening the door wider and letting his friend into the warm 


house. 
Samoth shrugs and takes his jacket off. 


"Want to see what you were doing. guess watching Nat Geo documentaries are your thing now..?" He tries to 
be playful but Ihsahn doesn't laugh or even smile. He walks past Samoth and sits back down on the couch. 


Samoth tosses his jacket onto the chair and sits down. He watches Ihsahn drink his tea and thinks about how 
his lips taste. 


"My dad gave me a suit to wear for my wedding day. It's the same. Fucking. Suit. He wore." 
Ihsahn looks over to Samoth, who is looking sick and anxious. 

"That was nice of him," Ihsahn started. "Did you take it?" 

"| had no choice. It's at home." 


Ihsahn nods. 
Confirmation has been made. 


"| didn't want to take it. I'm still.unsure about a lot.a lot of things." 

"Like?" Ihsahn probes and sits his cup back down. 

'Like.they were discussing details about wedding shit.and | couldn't help but think if they would do the same if 
it were you and not her. Like, would my mom talk to you about what fucking colors the flowers will be?" 
Samoth laughs bitterly and shakes his head. 


"She kisses me now and all | can fucking think about is how she doesn't taste or feel the same way as you do." 


Ihsahn doesn't know what to say, so instead, he moves. He gets off the couch and sits in Samoth's lap. He 
wraps his legs around the older one and holds him close to his body. 


"Vegard..nothing is like you." 


Ihsahn tilts Samoth's head up and kisses him deeply. Samoth soaks it in and, boom, there's the taste of Ihsahn's 


favorite tea. 


"Then why..why can't you choose me?" 


"I am, Vegard. You never should've been a second place. l'm so fucking sorry. | want you. | don't want a chick 
with deep red, chalky lipstick kissing me anymore. | want those taste flavoured lips to be the once | kiss." 


Samoth kisses Ihsahn hard and Ihsahn wraps his arms around his neck. 
"What are you gonna do?" Ihsahn asks when they pull apart. 


‘I'm not sure yet, honestly. | came to tell you that | want to be with you. Only you. | just have to figure out 
how the fuck to get out of this situation. ts harder now that my parents know." 


Actually, it wasn't Samoth's intention at all to bring up the engagement. His girlfriend showed his mom the ring 
as soon as they stepped in the door. Practically shoving it in her face excitedly and hugging her future 
mother-in-law. 

"Yeah," Ihsahn agrees, placing his forehead against Samoth's. 

"I just know that | wanna be with you. | love you," Samoth says softly. 

Ihsahn smiles and blushes a deep pink. 

"| love you, Tomas." 

Ihsahn thinks for a moment before playfully asking, "So..do you wanna get married? To me?" 

Samoth chuckles, "Slow down, slow down. I'm about to end an engagement and you wanna get married?!" 


Ihsahn laughs as well, kissing Samoth's nose. 


"I don't know. | think that.l've known you for a long time. They always say that your best friends are usually 


your ‘soulmates’" Samoth pauses to make a disgusted face at the term before continuing 
"And.maybe they're right" 

Ihsahn laughs at Samoth's facial expression before nodding, "Maybe" 

Samoth picks himself and Ihsahn off the chair and hugs Ihsahn closely. 

"Mind if | stay over and ride with you to the studio?" 

"OF course not" 


"Can | sleep | your bed?" 


Ihsahn nods and takes Samoth's hand in his, leading the way to his bedroom swiftly. 
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Ihsahn woke up when he felt the weight of the bed shift beside him. He opened his eyes sleepily and watched 
as Samoth sat on the edge of the bed, ready to get up. 


"Hey," Ihsahn said gently. 

Samoth turned around and gave him a small smile, "did | wake you up?" 

"I's okay. What are you doing?" 

"| was gonna make some coffee," Samoth answered, pulling his discarded shirt back on over his head. 

"What time is it?" Ihsahn stretched and rubbed his eyes. 

"About 4," Samoth laughed and leaned over, placing a small kiss to Ihsahn's forehead. 

Ihsahn closed his eyes and breathed in at the small touch. Last night, Samoth told him that he wants to be 
with him, but there was still a wedding happening. He wasn't sure what Samoth planned to do, or if he even had 
a plan to begin with. 

He could hear Samoth make commotion in the kitchen while making coffee. He laid flat on his back and groaned 
to sit up. Ihsahn got dressed and followed Samoth to the kitchen. The older guitarist placed a mug of hot 
coffee the way Ihsahn likes it in front of him when he sat at the kitchen table. 

Samoth leaned on the counter and took a few sips out of his own mug. 

"What are you going to do?" Ihsahn asked, blowing the steam away that was rising from the cup. 


"| don't know. Tell her the truth | guess." 


Ihsahn nodded slowly and watched Samoth closely. He looked worn out and tired. He's probably overthinking a lot 
about it. 


"Tell them, ‘hey i'm gay. Ihsahn and | are fucking. Im not getting married?" 

Samoth rolled his eyes, "we had sex once" 

Ihsahn shrugged, "so?" 

'So.? | cheated on her. | don't know if I'm going to tell her that part" 

‘Its whatever you want to tell her. IFs not my place to tell you to say this or say that" 

Samoth dipped in silence while Ihshan continued to talk 

"| was going to wait until the wedding day to object and sweep you away from the event," he joked. 
"Maybe that wouldve been easier," Samoth chuckled 


He pulled up his jeans that he didn't bother to button and fastened them together as he stood in the middle of 
the kitchen 


"When do you want to head over to the studio today? | need to call her. She's probably worried about me.." 


"Uh, | was thinking about a shower first. Then we can head out," Ihsahn answered. He stood up and walked 
pasted Samoth to put his mug on the counter. He kissed his shoulder gently when he walked back to the living 


room. 


"Sounds good," Samoth agreed, following him and still drinking his morning coffee. He sat next to the phone and 


began dialing his fiancé's number. 


Ihsahn watched for a few minutes before deciding he should give Samoth some space to talk. He retreated to 
his room for some clothes and then to the bathroom. He turned on the water faucet to the perfect 
temperature. He undressed himself and saw that his mirror was still broken from last night. He completely 


forgot about his little mental breakdown and shook it off. He cleaned up the pieces of glass still left behind and 


got in the shower. 
In the living room, Samoth was talking softly into the phone. 


"Yeah, | crashed at Vegard's. We are going to the studio..yeah. l'm sorry | didn't tell you. Yeah | know we are 
getting married, I'm the one who fucking asked you. Whatever. Yeah. Okay. I'll see you..uh, later tonight. Yes, | 
promise. Okay. Love you," he paused slightly, feeling sick from lying. "Bye." 


He hung up the phone and sighed. He hated to lie to her, but he couldn't help how he felt. He's always loved 
Ihsahn, like a friend then something more. Now that he knows Ihsahn still loves him, he doesn't feel right 
continuing a relationship where he feels like he is lying to th he girl, and even himself. 


He could hear the shower going from the bathroom and curiosity was getting the better of him. He walked 
slowly to the bathroom door and opened it as quiet as he could. Steam rolled out into the cooler air from 
Ihsahn's bedroom. 

The first thing he noticed was the smashed mirror. 

‘What the fuck?” Samoth thought. 

He could hear Ihsahn faintly humming a song from inside the shower. 

He smiled a little to himself. Not many people have heard Ihsahn sing outside of their own music, but he had a 
great voice. He wasn't as confident in his clean vocals as he was growling and screaming, but Samoth couldn't 


figure out why. 


He watched the shower curtain for a few minutes before deciding, fuck it. He pulled off his shirt and began 
unbuttoning his pants. 


"Tomas?" Ihsahn's voiced rung out as he could hear Samoth getting undressed. 
"Yeah?" 


"Are you.joining me?" Ihshan asked as he pulled the shower curtain back a little, peaking out as Samoth's half 
naked body. 


"If you want me to," Samoth admitted shyly. 
"Get the fuck in here," he practically growled out. 


Samoth finished getting undressed and pulled the shower curtain back to expose lhsahn’s body to him. He 
stepped inside was immediately hit with the hot water pelting down from the showerhead. 


Ihsahn's hands found Samoth's hips and leaned in, kissing at his neck gently. 
"How did it go?" He kissed between kisses. 


Samoth moaned softly, "eh. Okay | guess. She was mad that | didn't let her know where | was. And that," he 


gasped before continuing, "We are getting married but I'm not around or I'm here..with you." 
"Do you wanna be here?" Ihsahn hummed and slotted his fingers through Samoth's hair at his temple. 


"Mhm, | do." 


"Then fuck it," Ihsahn mumbled against Samoth’s lips. 
They kissed slowly, Ihsahn wiggling his tongue into Samoth's teeth. 


Samoth breathed in hard, feeling all of his nerve endings becoming white-hot when lhsahn's hand wrapped itself 
around his cock. The blood felt like it left his body as he let out a low moan. 


He gently backed Ihsahn into the shower wall and held his face in his hands. 
| want you," Samoth breathed out as the hot water pelted his back 
"Then show me," Ihsahn smirked back against his lips, his hand still working over Samoth's already leaking cock. 


"Fuck," Samoth mumbled as he spun Ihsahn around. The younger guitarist braced himself against the tiles by 
his hands. 


He could feel Samoth's rough playing fingers gently gliding over his back muscles and closed his eyes. 
If Samoth does want him and only him, he could get used to this. 


‘| love you," Samoth whispered loud enough over the running water into Ihsahr's ear. He kissed it gently before 
kissing his shoulder and down his spine. 


Ihsahn let out a shiver and nodded, "I love you." 
Samoth's hand slipped to Ihsahn's hip and he slowly introduced one finger, opening up Ihsahn slowly. 


lhsahn's breath caught in his throat and he arched into the touch. Samoth worked him open and soon added a 
second finger. His free hand was clasped firmly around lhsahn's jutted hipbone. 


After a few minutes more of heavy breathing and Ihsahn's writhing, Samoth slowly pushed into the slick wet 
heat. Ihsahn tightened himself and felt his chest cave in. 


"Mmm," Samoth mumbled, ".:fuck!" 

Samoth's hands held Ihsahn's hips roughly and three his head back slowly at the feeling. He hasn't had sex 
since the first time he and Ihsahn slept together. He missed the way Ihsahn felt around him, his soft moans 
and skin. 


"Please...T- Tomas, move. Do something," Ihsahn groaned out, arching himself back. 


Samoth started to move slowly in and out of him, still being as gentle as the first time. Ihsahn's right hand 
found Samoth's at his hips and tangled their fingers together, whimpering and standing on shaky legs. 


Samoth's pace picked up speed and he felt Ihsahn almost crumble under him. He slipped an arm under him to 


hold him in place and kissed at his neck. 

"|. want you." 

"You have me," Ihsahn answered, squeezing Samoth's hand at the change of pace. 

"No, | meant. want you forever." 

Ihsahn moaned loud and arched his back against Samoth's chest. 

"You can have me. I'm yours. All..yours," Ihshan gasped out, little mumbles of moans slipping past his lips. 


"Fuck," Samoth muttered and grabbed lhsahn's cock to jerk him off in time with his thrusts. Ihsahn practically 
cried out and bit his lip. It was all getting too much. 


He felt tears welp up at his waterline and bit then back. 

That's all he's ever wanted to hear Samoth say. Why did it have to take so long? 

Its moot now, if Samoth truly wants him like he says, he has him and he knows it. 

Samoth's lips graced over the nose of his neck and sped up more with each thrust. 

‘He's mine, all mine,’ Samoth thought, edging himself closer and closer to the edge of oblivion. 

Ihsahn moaned out as he came forcefully, still squeezing Samoth's hand and scratching at the tiles. 

Samoth came quickly after, spilling inside Ihsahn and biting at his shoulder. 

After he pulled out, they washed up to get ready for the studio today. Samoth helped Ihsahn wash his, heavily 
weighed down with water, curly hair and his back. Ihsahn returned the gesture and laced kissed over Samoth's 
back, Samoth smiling proudly at his.boyfriend? Soon to be boyfriend? 

They haven't really worked that out yet. 

He still has a lot he has to figure out. 

They got dry and dressed for the day. Ihsahr's outfit almost made Samoth want to fuck him all over again 


There's never a time where Vegard Sverre Tveitan doesn't go above and beyond to look his best, even when 


going to a studio for their bands album. And even when it will just be them two alone. 


"You look.beautiful," Samoth finds himself saying once they are in the car. 


lhsahn blushes and let's his hair fall into his face. Samoth's hand reaches over and holds lhsahn's as he drives 


to into town. 


Samoth could get used to this. 


